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the household. The fair Meta, it is true, bloomed only like a"
precious rare flower in the greenhouse, not under the gay, free
sky; she lived in maternal oversight and keeping, sequestered
and still; was seen in no walk, in no company; and scarcely
once in the year passed through the gate of her native town; all
which seemed utterly to contradict her mother's principle. The
old Lady E * * of Memel understood it otherwise, in her time.
She sent the itinerant Sophia, it is clear as clay, from Memel into
Saxony, simply on a marriage speculation, and attained her pur-
pose fully. How many hearts did the wandering nymph set on
fire, how many suitors courted her! Had she stayed at home, as
a domestic modest maiden, she might have bloomed away in the
remoteness of her virgin cell, without even making a conquest of
Kubbuz the schoolmaster. Other times, other manners. Daugh-
ters with us are a sleeping capital, which must be put in circula-
tion if it is to yield any interest; of old, they were kept like
thrifty savings, under lock and key; yet the bankers still knew
where the treasure lay concealed, and how it might be come at.
"Mother Brigitta steered towards some prosperous son-in-law, who
might lead her back from, the Babylonian captivity of the narrow
lane into the land of superfluity, flowing with milk and honey;
and trusted firmly, that in the urn of Fate, her daughter's lot
would not be coupled with a blank.

One day, while neighbour Franz was looking from the win-
dow, making observations on the weather, he perceived the charm-
ing Meta coming with her mother from church, whither she went
daily, to attend mass. In the times of his abundance, the un-
stable voluptuary had been blind to the fairer half of the species;
the finer feelings were still slumbering in his breast; and all his
senses had been overclouded by the ceaseless tumult of debauchery.
But now the stormy waves of extravagance had subsided; and
in "this deep calm, the smallest breath of air sufficed to curl the
mirror surface of his soul. He was enchanted by the aspect of
this, the loveliest female figure that had ever flitted past him.
He abandoned from that hour the barren study of the winds and
clouds, and now instituted quite another set of Observations for
the furtherance of Moral Science, and one which afforded to him-
self much finer occupation. He soon extracted from his landlord
intelligence of this fair neighbour, and learned most part of what
we know already.

Now rose on him the first repentant thought for his heedless